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	1. Glimpses from the Past

**Fall of the Dragon Rider**

**Chapter 1. Glimpses of the Past**

"Drago! Where are you son! Its time to go home!"

The deep voice of his father made the boy look up. He had been poking an anthill with a stick for most of the day, watching the ants scramble to repair the damage to their home. The twelve-year-old would never admit it, but he was a bully. He was one of the oldest kids in the small village, and in his age group he was the tallest and the strongest. He often used that to his advantage, when he wanted something he just took it, using brute force, and when he got into fights with the other kids, he always one. But he also had a skill that was far more dangerous than strength. He was smart. He knew hot to plot against enemies, how to set traps that would surely kill them. He considered himself among the smartest in the village, and that made him arrogant, mean and rude. But he loved and respected his parents, and he was never rude to them.

So when he heard the voice of his father calling out to him, he dropped the stick, stood up and wiped the sand of his knees. He squashed some stray ants on his arm and ran back over the grassy hill, towards the edge of the village, where his father was waiting. His father was a big man, strong, the chief of the village. He had wild black hair and a ragged beard, and it was clear that the boy was already starting to look like the man.

"There you are!" the man bellowed, "I was beginning to think you were carried off by a dragon!"

"I can take a dragon," the boy scoffed, "they don't scare me!"

"And they shouldn't," the man said with an approving nod, "dragons are vile creatures. Dumb beasts. They are not to be feared, but hunted and killed. Me and my father, we have cleared this land of dragons. I expect you to keep it that way when you are chief."

"When I am chief," Drago said, "I will kill them and wear their skin as a cloak!"

"That is a very good idea," the man answered, "but after dinner. Or your mom will be very angry. And we both know that she can be scarier than a dragon when she's angry..."

Drago smiled and ran up the steps that led to their house. Like in any other village, the chief's house was build on a hill, so that he could oversee the entire village from his doorstep. The sun was setting already as the man closed the door behind him and his son. The village was quiet, no one was outside. It promised to be a peaceful night.

0-0-0-0-0

A scream broke through the air, followed by a roar. Then flames sprayed the quiet town, flooding the streets with an orange glow. The peaceful night had turned to a nightmare not long after dark, when the dragons had come. Now, the village was on fire, flames leaping from house to house, burning everything in their path. The people were running through the streets, carrying buckets, trying to kill the flames as well as the beasts that spewed them. Several houses had already turned to ashes, some of their inhabitants with them, completely taken by surprise and unable to escape as the halls went up in flames.

Among the chaos between the burning buildings, a young boy had been separated from his father. All his tough talk was now just that, talk. He had been hearing stories of dragons his whole life, but now that they were here, it was different. He had lost all his courage. He was scared, defenseless, and he couldn't find his father. All around him the world had been turned upside down and set ablaze. He was pushed aside by the people trying to save their homes. No one had time for the village bully, even if that bully was just another frightened child.

"Dad!" he screamed, pushing away from a building that was no more than a wall clinging on to hope, "Dad!"

"Get out of my way!" someone snarled and he was pushed down again.

Before he was able to get up again, the building next to him, the weapons storehouse, was hit by a bright fireball that sent splinters flying high into the sky. He screamed and covered his head with his arms, feeling the splinters and molten drops of metal rain down on him. The fire bit into his skin, eating away his clothes until someone dropped a bucket of ice cold water on him. As he looked up, he was hauled to his feet, and a sword was shoved in his hands.

"Fight son!" his father yelled at him, "now is the time to prove your worth!"

He looked at his father, his face streaked with blood and dirt, his black beard even messier than usual. Then he looked at the sword in his hands, and it was like his courage came back to him. He gripped the handle tighter and looked up again. He nodded, setting his jaw, and charged after his father.

He managed to kill a stocky, brown dragon that attacked him from the side, and by then he had lost sight of his father again. He looked around, but the man was nowhere to be seen. He ran through the streets, trying to avoid the dragons as much as he could, but he had a few close calls, where he barely managed to kill the beasts. More and more houses went up in flames, the fire now all over the town. With tears in his eyes he watched his own house go up in flames, the fire hungry burning through the wood. As the roof collapsed, his home as he knew it forever gone, he gripped the sword so tightly that his knuckles turned white.

With a scream he ran towards the closest dragon and killed it without a problem. He let his anger fuel his actions now, and ran through the streets looking for the next beast to kill. Instead, he found his father, laying motionless in a growing pool of blood. He froze, all his anger leaving him at once, as he stared at his father's dead eyes. The sword slipped from his now limp fingers as he fell to his knees at his father's side.

"Dad..." he whispered, "wake up..."

But he knew that his father would never wake up again. He knew that he was dead. All around him was death. The screams of the villagers were fading, but not because they were winning. The roars of the dragons were still as loud as before, and the fire was still flaming high into the sky. He stood up, shaking, stumbling though the streets. As he walked through the village, seeing the dead bodies on the ground, he felt how the anger returned. These beasts, these monsters, they had destroyed his home! And he would make them pay! He would make good on his promise! He would wear their skin as his cloak, he would avenge his father!

He grabbed a sword from the nearest man he saw and lashed out at the nearest dragon. He didn't kill it, but he severed its left front paw. The beast howled and spread its wings, retreating from the threat. It didn't get very far, and it crashed into a burning house not far away. He ran over, his sword ready, but he never made it to the dragon. Another one came in from behind and grabbed him, its claws closing around his arm. He screamed as he was lifted into the air, and the sword fell from his hand as he clawed at the dragon that held him in an iron grip. But the sharp talons didn't budge, and he had to watch how his home grew smaller and smaller, the light from the flames a bright orange spot in the dark of the night.

At first, he didn't feel the pain, but the longer the dragon flew, the more it started to hurt. He couldn't see how his arm was twisted in the dragon's tight grasp, because his cheek was pressed against the scaly leg of the beast. The sun was already rising when the dragon finally landed, not letting go of the boy's arm. By that time he was exhausted, lightheaded from pain and blood loss, and too weak to fight. Another dragon landed close by and snapped at the boy, angering the first dragon and it wasn't long before they were fighting, their prey forgotten. Mustering all his strength he was able to crawl away from the fighting beasts. After a while he managed to stand up, his left arm useless at his side. He stumbled blindly, not knowing where he was or where he was going, but he didn't get far. He collapsed again, losing consciousness. He didn't hear the cart coming, and he didn't see how the driver gasped at the sight of him. He didn't feel how he was lifted off the ground and onto the cart, and he didn't feel how he was taken to a small village on a hill. He would know a few weeks later, when he woke up in a bed, his wounds cleaned and bandaged, but his arm gone.

0-0-0-0-0

He was having a bad day. When he had woken up, frost had covered the ship inside and out, and he had discovered he had left one of the small windows open during the night when he stepped onto the iced over floor. He was cold and hungry and felt the overwhelming need to beat someone.

On top of that his arm hurt. It didn't just hurt, but it burned. The severed muscle and frayed nerves felt like they were on fire, and the lightest of touches send a hot pain through his shoulder. That meant he couldn't wear the metal prosthetic he always wore.

And if that wasn't bad enough, one of his dragon hunters had returned empty handed. He hated failures. He hated useless hunters. And now that one had come back without dragons, he had to get out of the room to deal with it, and that was the last thing he wanted to do.

So, to be completely honest, it wasn't all the hunter's fault that he endured all the wrath of a bad day.

"You FAILED!" he growled, pointing the sharp end of his bullhook at the trembling hunter, "you let them ESCAPE!"

"You have to listen to me!" the hunter said, "please..."

"I don't have to anything!" he snarled, his scarred face twisting with rage, "you let them escape!"

"They didn't escape!" the hunter practically screamed, "the riders, they came for them!"

At this, he froze. He turned to the man on the deck, his face void of al emotions. It was probably scarier than blind rage.

"Riders?" he asked, his voice too calm to be real.

"Yes!" the man yelled, "we had found two Night Furies..."

"Night Furies?" the man asked, some of his anger shining through again, "you found... Night Furies? And you let them escape!?"

"We didn't know they had riders!" the man whines desperately, "they came for them. We didn't know they would come for them! They took us by surprise, an ambush! They let all the dragons go, and then flew off on the Night Furies!"

"I don't believe you..." he whispered as he leaned down to the terrified man, "you're lying to protect your own skin."

"I swear I'm not lying!" the man said pleadingly, "we had two Night Furies, I swear. But their riders came for them. And the white one..." He stopped abruptly when the point of the bull hook pressed into his throat.

"Did you say... white one?"

He nodded nervously. "Y...yes..." he stuttered, "a white, female Night Fury. I swear we had them, I swear..."

"And you let them ESCAPE!?" the man thundered, "you FOOL! Get him out of my sight!"

He turned away from the man as he was hauled up by a few of his guards, but then turned back.

"Wait..." he said, "his voice suddenly as cold as the air surrounding them, "I'm not done..."

The hunter in front of swallowed hard, the fear clearly in his eyes.

"You will get me those Night Furies..." he said, stepping closer, his whole posture dark and threatening, "and to make sure that you will..."

He gestured to the men holding the hunter. They forced the man down on his knees, his hands twisted behind his back.

"Please... don't..." the man pleading, "Drago..."

"You will bring me those Night Furies," Drago repeated, trading in his bull hook for a branding iron, "and this is to make sure that you will."

He pressed the hot iron on the man's chest. He had to ignore the scream and the smell of burning flesh, pushing back bad memories that he didn't want to think of, and after a few seconds, he pulled away. His soldiers let the hunter go and the man scrambled backwards, staring at his chest in shock.

"Next time," Drago said and he tossed the iron aside, "it will be your head. Bring me those Night Furies, or die. Get him off my ship."

0-0-0-0-0

"Eret! What happened!?"

The moment he had set foot on his ship he had been surrounded by his man, worrying about his wellbeing. He had his hand clutched over the wound on his chest, the pain still hot in his skin.

"We have to find those Night Furies," he said through clenched teeth, "or we're all dead."

"How do we do that?" someone on his right asked.

"I don't know!" he growled, batting a hand away from his chest, "go to where we last saw them and don't touch me!"

He looked around. His crew was staring at him like he had grown wings himself.

"Well!?" he yelled, "the ship isn't going to sail itself! Get on with it!"

The men scrambled to get to their places and to get the ship moving. Eret himself didn't move, he just stayed where he had sat down, staring at the horizon.

"I'll get you," he mumbled, "and I'll make you pay. Mark my words you bastards, mark my words."

* * *

><p><em>Okay, so let me explain a few things. First of all, I think we don't know enough about Drago and how he became the man he is. I do think he's always been somewhat of a bully, like Snotlout, but then things happened that turned him into a massive hater of dragons and a control freak and the creep we know, so I unleashed my imagination, and came up with something. <em>

_Second, I have a headcanon that Eret captured Snowflake and Toothless one day, but that Hiccup and Wrenlou were able to free them, with all the dragons on Eret's ship. Eret had to go back to Drago empty handed, and Drago being Drago gave him a nice brand to make sure he would bring the N__ight Furies next time. Although I haven't written that story yet, I'm sure that one day I will. So, spoilers for a story that isn't written yet!_

_So there you have it! My take on how people became who they are and what they are! Next chapter will have Hiccup and Wrenlou and all the others in it, I promise!_

_Love you all!_


	2. Snow Day

**Chapter 2. Snow Day**

He shivered the moment his feet hit the floor. He was still getting used to the cold, but today the cold seemed to be much worse, like it had somehow seeped into every crack of the house. He flexed his arm, grimacing at the pain. It had gotten worse the past few days. The muscles felt like they were on fire every time he tried to stretch his arm. He glanced at the brace Hiccup had made for him. It was suppose to help, but lately it had seemed like wearing the thing had made the pain worse. Deciding against using it, he quickly got dressed, still not quite used to the many layers he had to wear in Berk's cold climate. When he finally finished he looked around the room, his gaze falling upon the curled up form of Snowflake.

"Come on girl," he said while he walked over to the dragon, "time to get up."

Snowflake groaned and opened an eye. She looked at him, then turned her head away and buried it under her wing. Wrenlou sighed and ducked under it as well, rubbing the dragon's nose.

"Wake up," he said, gently pulling her ears, "it's daybreak."

The dragon looked at him and groaned again. She licked him, then uncurled. She yawned as she stretched wings, then stood up and stretched her paws. She yawned again and looked at Wrenlou, who smiled back.

"Morning sunshine," he said cheerfully, "I'm sure breakfast has been served downstairs."

He was hardly able to finish the sentence. At the mention of breakfast Snowflake shot past him and down the stairs, searching for the food. Wrenlou smiled and turned to follow, but he stopped the moment his eye fell on the window. It was hard to see through the foggy glass but the outside world looked different. It took him some time to realize what the reason was.

"Snow..." he whispered, "it's snowing..."

A wide smile spread across his face. He hadn't been on Berk for very long, only a few months, and he had been waiting for the snow to come. He had heard stories from Hiccup, but seeing it was something else entirely. In one night all of Berk had been covered by a thick, white blanket, changing everything he saw. The village as he had come to know it was gone. He stared out of the window for a while, then he turned and ran downstairs.

"Morning Hiccup!" he yelled as he ran past his brother.

"Morning... to you... too..." Hiccup said frowning, "everything alright? Did something happen?"

Wrenlou yanked the door open and stopped, staring at the snow. It was still snowing, fat, lazy flakes that danced down and joined the blanket on the ground. The sunrise painted not only the sky, but the snow at his feet as well, and Berk was bathing in a soft orange glow. There was no wind at all, and it was very quiet. Most of the people were still asleep, or just waking up. The snow glistened in the pale light of the morning, still undisturbed.

"It's snowing Hiccup," Wrenlou said without turning around, "it's really snowing."

"It's been known to do that in winter," Hiccup said, standing up from his seat at the table.

"It's beautiful," Wrenlou said, still unable to tear his gaze away from the snow in front of him, "there's so much snow..."

"This is nothing yet," Hiccup said as he joined him at the door, "wait until Devastating Winter comes around. Then you'll see what snow means around here."

"Devastating Winter?" Wrenlou asked, finally looking away, "is that when every one gets snowed in?"

Hiccup nodded. "We'll all be in the Great Hall. At least, that's how it used to go," he said, "in the old days those two months were the only two months without dragon raids. Now we'll have dragons with us. Should be fun."

"Does that even fit in the Hall?" Wrenlou asked, "I mean it doesn't seem big enough to fit all of Berk, a bunch of dragons, life stock and gods know what else in there."

"There are caverns behind it," Hiccup explained, "it's where they keep the supplies, like food and water. It will fit, believe me. It's bigger than it looks."

Wrenlou smiled and held out his hand. A few fat snowflakes fell onto his palm, but they melted away the moment they came into contact with his warm skin.

"It's amazing," he said, studying the ones that landed on his sleeve and didn't immediately melt, protected from his body heat by the many layers of clothing he wore.

Hiccup simply nodded. Wrenlou smiled and stepped outside, carefully setting his foot on the snow. The moment he put his weight on it, his boot broke through the brittle top layer and he sank in to his ankle. He smiled and walked a little further, the snow crunching with every step he took.

"You remind me of my younger self," Hiccup said, "when I just got to Dragoncity," he explained when Wrenlou turned around with a confused frown on his face, "and everything was still new. I know I walked around with that look of wonder for weeks. I see that in you know. Excitement, amazement, wonder."

"Gove me a break," Wrenlou mumbled, "I grew up in the tropics, with no snow around for miles and miles."

"I know" Hiccup said, "but this isn't the first time you've seen snow. Remember that one time we went up north? Plenty of snow there. Where we found the arctic dragon?"

"It was a snowstorm," Wrenlou said, "and we didn't see anything for days."

"That is true..." Hiccup mumbled, "now come on inside and eat something. That snow will be there tomorrow. In fact, that snow will be there for... oohh... lets say, the next six months? Maybe longer?"

"Come on!" Wrenlou called out, "you haven't seen snow in a long time either!"

"I know!" Hiccup said, but that doesn't mean I want to starve."

He turned around to go back inside, but before he could a snowball hit his shoulder, clumps of snow flying around his ears. He whipped back around towards Wrenlou, who was already holding another snowball. He sighed and turned away again, but this time the snowball his the doorframe next to him.

"Come on!" Wrenlou yelled, "please?"

Hiccup sighed and looked back. He opened his mouth but before he could say anything, a white blur shot past him and knocked him down into the snow. It was Snowflake, and she dove right into a pile of snow at the side of the house. She jumped right out again, shaking snow from her head. Hiccup was laughing, but before he could even think about getting back to his feet, the white blur was followed by a black one. Toothless dove into the snow like Snowflake had done, with the only difference that he stayed visible, while she was hidden. The two dragons chased each other, almost knocking Hiccup off his feet a second time.

"They win," Wrenlou said laughing, stepping aside as the two dragons ran past him again, "they're much more excited then I am."

"I know," Hiccup said, brushing snow of his clothes, "I didn't know they'd get this crazy."

"Does it mat..." Wrenlou started but before he could finish his sentence Snowflake's tail swiped his feet out from under him, and he fell backwards into the snow.

"No it doesn't," Hiccup said laughing, offering Wrenlou a hand.

Wrenlou took it, ignoring the pain in his shoulder as Hiccup pulled him to his feet again. He brushed the snow of his clothes and shook some clumps out of his hair.

"So," Hiccup said, stepping back and scooping some snow into his hands, "two out of three?"

"You're so on," Wrenlou said and he ducked when Hiccup's snowball flew at his face.

He threw one back, hitting Hiccup's chest where it broke apart. Hiccup stumbled a little, his prosthetic slipping in the snow. He smirked and threw two, one of which hit Wrenlou's knee. The other one missed and smacked against the side of the house, leaving an almost perfectly round mark on the dark wood. Wrenlou threw one back, missing Hiccup by a mile, but before Hiccup could retaliate, Wrenlou turned and ran. He hid behind the well on the plaza, making new snowballs and piling them up in front of him.

"You can't hide forever!" Hiccup yelled, "I will find you!"

"Not if I find you first!" Wrenlou yelled back and he threw two snowballs at once. The first hit Hiccup's shoulder, but the second flew past him, and hit Astrid's face.

Both men froze as soon as they saw her. Astrid spluttered to get the snow out of her mouth, and shook her head to get it out of her hair. She opened her mouth as if she wanted to say something, but then she closed it again, and smirked. She scooped up some snow, made a snowball, and threw it at Hiccup.

"Hey!" he protested, "it wasn't me!"

"Doesn't matter!" Astrid said, "the war is on!"

Hiccup ran for cover as both Astrid and Wrenlou started throwing snowballs at him. He quickly retaliated by sneaking up on her as she was busy bombarding Wrenlou, and putting a handful of snow in her neck. That didn't go unpunished for very long, and Astrid took revenge by throwing snow in his face. Until then Wrenlou had gotten off good, but then Hiccup and Astrid decided to team up against him, and he had to take refuge behind the well again.

The snowballs flew over the plaza now, hitting houses, people and dragons alike. Many of the vikings grumbled and just moved out of the way, but the dragons were having a good time trying to catch the snowballs before they could hit their target. After a while that game got boring, and they left again, leaving them alone again.

Wrenlou took a deep breath and made another snowball. He was hiding behind a stack of wood since the last offensive from Hiccup and Astrid, and now he was waiting for either of them to show their face. His arm was hurting badly now, but he ignored it. He was determined not to give up. Hiccup looked out from his hiding place and Wrenlou reacted, throwing a snowball at his face. It missed Hiccup completely, because the muscles in his shoulder suddenly spasmed, and he had to grab his arm to make them stop. Hiccup had seen it and came out of his hiding place, yelling at Astrid when she threw a snowball at him.

"Everything alright?" Hiccup asked, kneeling in the snow in front of Wrenlou.

"It hurts," Wrenlou said.

"You're not wearing the brace," Hiccup said.

"Doesn't matter," Wrenlou mumbled and he stood up, "it hurts either way."

"It could be because of the cold," Astrid said, joining them, "that can sometimes make it feel worse. I had an uncle," she explained, "and he would complain about his scars hurting every time it got colder. Simple warmth could make it feel a lot better."

"The Hall is warm," Hiccups said, "and they have soup. Or stew. Or whatever else is warm."

"Sounds good," Wrenlou said, "my fingers are really cold as well. And my toes feel like they're frozen. In fact, every part of me feels like it's frozen."

"Come on then," Hiccup said, "lets get you warmed up again."

While they walked towards the Great Hall, they shook the snow out of their hair and from their clothes. Once inside the Hall it wasn't hard to find a spot. Most Vikings had already eaten when they had their snowball war.

"You know what I could use right now?" Wrenlou said, "one of those massages in the bath house."

"Gods yes!" Hiccup agreed, "that would be amazing."

"What are you two talking about?" Astrid asked, and they spent the rest of their meal telling her about the bath house and the massages that were given there.

The rest of the day was uneventful. It stopped snowing around noon, and by then Berk had been covered in a thick white blanket that muffled all sounds. Hiccup was helping Gobber in the forge, and Wrenlou had gone to help Aminda. Despite the was being over, and peace being a fact, the social rules of the Vikings often clashed with those of the dragons, and since most of the Vikings had a really short temper, it often resulted in injuries.

The end of the day found Wrenlou on one of Berk's many bridges, overlooking the ocean below. The sun was setting, again painting the snow with pale hues of orange and red. Snowflake was sitting next to him, her wings slightly spread to catch every last bot of warmth. She had her tail curled around Wrenlou's ankles, her head resting on the side of the bridge. He looked up when footsteps approached, crunching the snow. It was Hiccup, with Toothless in tow. He joined him, and for a while it was silent.

"Do you miss it?" Hiccup asked suddenly, "Dragoncity?"

"Of course I do," Wrenlou said, "mostly the ocean, and the lazy days in the sun. But I also miss the city itself, all my friends..."

"I miss it too," Hiccup said, "the chaos of market day... the everyday hustle of the city... I even miss patrols... never thought I's miss those."

Wrenlou smiled. "I'd be worried if you didn't miss it," he said, "it's been a big part of your life for ten years. A very defining part of your life."

"I know," Hiccup said softly, "I just... never expected to feel at home anywhere."

Silence fell again and Wrenlou turned around, looking at the village. It was already cloaked in black, the sun's last rays finally disappearing from the horizon.

"Want to go on a late flight?" Wrenlou asked suddenly, "it's been a while since we've been able to do that."

Hiccup nodded. "I'd like that," he said, "and I'm sure Toothless would too."

Snowflake stretched her wings and turned a little, so that Wrenlou could get up. Toothless did the same, but Hiccup checked the prosthetic first. It had already frozen shut once, he was going to make sure that never happened again.

"Ready?" he asked.

Wrenlou nodded and Snowflake spread her wings. The gust of wind when she took of send snow flying in every direction. Toothless followed, also stirring up the snow. High in the sky it was even colder, but it didn't really matter. They were flying, and flying was always good. And it had been some time since they had the opportunity to fly together. The snow far below sparkled like a thousand tiny stars, outlining the islands as white splotches in the black sea that surrounded them.

"It's even beautiful from way up here," Wrenlou said smiling.

Hiccup nodded. Silence fell between them. There was nothing more they needed to say.

* * *

><p><em>Hello there peeps!<em>

_Sorry for the late update, I had some... issues. They have been fixed ad here it is! Another chapter done! _

_Hope you enjoyed!_


	3. Big News

_Hello guys!_

_Bet you didn't expect me to update this fast again, did you? Before you read this chapter, it may be wise to read the last chapter of ROTDR again, you know just to remember things and all that. The first two chapters of this story happened before that one, this is after. So I suppose that last chapter of ROTDR could be chapter 2B from the sequel or something. _

_Anyway, here you go!_

_Enjoy!_

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 3. Big News<strong>

He awoke slowly, breathing in deeply. He smiled as he turned and went to put an arm around Astrid, but she wasn't there. He frowned, rubbed the sleep from his eyes and sat up. When he looked around the room he still didn't see her, and he slipped his legs over the edge of the bed, blindly feeling for his prosthetic.

"Astrid?" he called out and he stood up as soon as he had fastened it to his leg, "Astrid? Where are you?"

"Downstairs," Astrid answered softly, and Hiccup quickly descended down the stairs.

"Everything alright?" he asked worriedly when he saw her sitting at the table, a bucket next to her and a blanket wrapped around her shoulders.

"Just nauseous again," she said with a faint smile, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to wake you."

"You didn't," Hiccup said as he sat down next to her and gently rubbed her back, "you look pale. Are you sure you're alright?"

Astrid nodded and pulled the blanket tighter. She leaned her head on Hiccup's shoulder and he ran his fingers through her hair.

"Go see Wrenlou later," he said, twirling a blond strand around his finger, "he can help."

"I'm sure it's nothing," Astrid said, "I'll be fine."

"Just go see Wrenlou," Hiccup said, "let him tell you it's nothing, and then I'll believe it too."

"Hiccup..." Astrid started, but he interrupted her.

"I care about you Astrid," he said, rubbing her cheek, "and there's no harm in going to see Wrenlou. It won't take long, and he might be able to help. So please, go see him today."

Astrid sighed. "Alright," she said then, "I'll go see him. Will you stop asking me if I'm fine?"

"It's a deal," Hiccup said with a smile, and before she could say anything else, he kissed her.

0-0-0-0-0-0

Astrid sighed and opened the door. The healer's hut was empty, except for Wrenlou and a young girl. Astrid recognized her, she had burned her arm a few days ago, when one of the dragon's had become so irritated it had done what dragons do. Breathe fire. Wrenlou looked up as soon as he heard the door close, and smiled when he saw her. He continued bandaging the girl's arm, and astrid just stood there, not sure what to do.

"I see you're busy," she said finally, "I can come back later..."

"Nonsense," Wrenlou said, "just sit down, I'll be with you in a moment."

She did so, siting down on the bed closest to her. She looked around, seeing the many jars filled with healing herbs and spices, some so exotic they didn't even grow near Berk. They were either brought there by trader Johann, or from Dragoncity. While she waited she fiddled with her axe a little, plucking on the leather that encased the handle. It was coming loose, she would have to replace it again. It wasn't long before the girl left, her arm in a sling.

"Here's to hoping she'll be more careful next time," Wrenlou said smiling while he walked over to Astrid, "what can I do for you?"

"Well..." she started, but then she interrupted herself, "it's probably nothing. Hiccup made me come, he was worried. You know how he is..."

"So what's the problem?" Wrenlou asked again, pulling a stool closer so he sit down across from her.

"I.. I've been feeling nauseous," she said, "mostly in the morning. I'm sure it's nothing, really."

"Any stomach pains?" Wrenlou asked.

"Sometimes," Astrid nodded, "but they go away pretty quickly."

"Mood swings?" Wrenlou asked, "have you been feeling extra emotional lately? Cry about little things, happy about little things..."

"No," Astrid said, "not at all."

"When did it start?" he asked, leaning his head on his hand.

"Last week... I think..." Astrid said, then she nodded, "yes. Last week. That was the first time."

"And it has been happening every day since it first started?" Wrenlou asked.

Astrid nodded. "So it's nothing right?" she asked, "I can tell Hiccup not to worry? I mean, it's either something I ate, or nothing serious."

Wrenlou laughed a little. "It could be neither of those things," he said, "lay back for me, I need to see your stomach."

"Why?" Astrid asked suspiciously.

"Because I have a hunch," Wrenlou said, "but I want to confirm it before I tell you anything. Go on, lay down. I'm sure Hiccup wouldn't mind if I saw your stomach."

She sighed and set her axe against the bed. Then she undid her belt and laid down, pulling her tunic up just enough to bare her stomach. Wrenlou pressed down on several points, each time asking if it hurt, and each time she shook her head.

"Thanks," he said after a while, "you can get dressed again."

"So do you know now?" she asked, "it's nothing right?"

"Astrid," he started, "I need to ask you some questions. Some very personal questions. Just answer them, okay?"

"Okay..." she said uncertain, "I guess?"

"When is the last time you and Hiccup had sex?" Wrenlou asked, and Astrid's jaw dropped.

"Gods Wrenlou!" she said angrily, "that's none of your business! How do you even know we... oh... Hiccup told you... didn't he."

Wrenlou nodded. "When?"

Astrid sighed and rubbed her face. "Two nights ago," she said, "how is this important?"

"Have you noticed any changes in your breasts lately?" Wrenlou asked, ignoring her question.

"What does..." Astrid started, "what does that have to do with anything!"

"Please," Wrenlou said, "just answer the questions. If I'm right, they have everything do to with it."

"I don't know..." she mumbled, "what kind of changes?"

"Are they sore, tender to the touch, do they seem swollen or bigger..." Wrenlou ticked off on his fingers, "you know them best. Anything that's new or different.

"They have been a little tender," she nodded, "and lately it seems like my chest armour is too tight, and when I take it off, they're really sore."

"Have you been tired a lot?" he asked.

"Yes," she said, "but I thought that was because of all the sex I have with Hiccup."

Wrenlou sighed and raised an eyebrow. Astrid shrugged a little.

"What about cravings," Wrenlou said, "have you been craving certain foods lately? Or are you repulsed by certain foods?"

"No and no," she said, "still eating the same, and don't want it to change."

"Alright," Wrenlou said and he sat up straight, "when is the last time you've had your cycle?"

"You mean my..." Astrid asked, and Wrenlou nodded, "I don't know... two months ago? Is that bad?"

Wrenlou smiled widely and shook his head. He stood up and stretched his back. Astrid was watching him with worried eyes.

"Wrenlou?" she asked, "is it bad? What is it?"

"It's not bad," Wrenlou said, "well, for some people it is, it's a matter of opinion really."

"So what is it," Astrid asked anxious and she got up to follow him, "tell me, please."

Wrenlou turned to her. "With everything you've told me..." he said, "Astrid... you're not sick... you're pregnant. About a month, two maybe."

Her jaw dropped and so did her axe. She didn't notice how the blade imbedded itself in the wooden floor. She was staring at Wrenlou, not quite able to believe what she heard. The world around her was spinning, and she vaguely felt how he took her shoulders and guided her to the bed to sit down.

"A...are you sure...?" she asked shakily, looking up at him.

"I can't be," he said and he sat down next to her, "not entirely. But morning sickness and missed cycles are the best indicators, and you have both. I'm almost a 100 percent certain that you are pregnant."

"S...so..." Astrid said, "I'm really pregnant? There's no illness that can cause all these things?"

"Yes," Wrenlou said, "pregnancy."

"But... what do I do now?" she asked and she stood up and started pacing, "what would Hiccup say... what will Stoick say... gods... the wedding is in a few weeks! Wrenlou, what do I do!"

"First of all, right now you need to relax," Wrenlou said, "stress is very bad for a developing child. Second, you have to tell Hiccup."

"I know..." she said, still pacing, "but what is he going to say! We've never even discussed children yet! We're... we're not even married!"

"Astrid," Wrenlou said softly, "I've known Hiccup for quite some time now, and I know that he'll be thrilled to have kids. It may be earlier then you planned, but that doesn't change anything. You still have seven, eight months to figure everything out. There are plenty of people willing to help, I'm sure."

Astrid nodded a little and finally sat down again. "I just don't know what to do..." she said softly, "I've never had a baby before..."

"I can help you," Wrenlou said, "I have a few books you can read, if you want."

"I'd like that," she said, then she looked at him, "what else? What can I do so this baby will be healthy?"

"So many things," Wrenlou said smiling, "first of all, I want you to come by every week, so I can monitor your health and that of the baby. Second, it's wise if you stop training so hard. You can still train, just less, and you have to be very careful when you do. A well-placed kick in your stomach can cause a bleed that will kill you and the baby."

"And we don't want that," she said.

"Hiccup would be heartbroken," Wrenlou agreed, "so no. For that same reason it's also best if you flew less with Stormfly, or at least stop the crazy stunts."

"Okay," she said, "I'll find someone to fly her for me."

"Good," Wrenlou said and he stood up, "I can give you something for the nausea, that might make you feel better."

"Won't it go away?" Astrid asked, not looking forward to spending the next seven months throwing up every morning.

"It usually does," Wrenlou said, looking over his shoulder, "but for some women it doesn't. And right now I don't know which one will happen for you."

Astrid didn't answer. She was still sitting on the bed, now looking down at her stomach. She gently rubbed it, and smiled. The news was finally sinking in, and she was beginning to grasp what it would mean for both her and Hiccup's future. She was going to be a mother. Hiccup was going to be a dad.

"Here," Wrenlou said and he gave her a vial with a clear liquid, "put a few drops in some water before you go to bed, it should help."

"Thank you..." she mumbled, taking it.

"Are you okay?" Wrenlou asked, crouching down in front of her.

"I'm going to be a mom..." she whispered.

Wrenlou smiled and nodded.

"I'm going to be a mom," she said again, and she looked up, "I'm going to be a mom!"

Before he could do anything, she hugged him tightly, whispering thank yous in his ear. When she finally let go she was smiling so wide she feared her face might tear in two.

"Go tell Hiccup," Wrenlou said, "he deserves to know."

She nodded and walked to the door. She was halfway there before she realized her axe was still lodged in the floor in the middle of the room, and she came back smiling a little.

"Sorry..." she mumbled, looking at th crack in the planks.

"It's fine," Wrenlou said, "now go tell Hiccup!"

"Thank you so much!" she yelled while she hurried out the door.

Once outside, she stopped and took a deep breath, still smiling widely. Tightening her grip on her axe in one hand, and the small vial in the other, she began making her way back to the plaza, and from there the forge, where Hiccup was likely to be. Her heart felt light as a feather, and she was sure she was glowing. Humming, she skipped across the plaza, greeting everyone she encountered with a cheerful "morning!" Most gave her a confused look and a short nod as reply, but she didn't care. Nothing could ruin her day right now.

"Hey Gobber," she said, as casually as she could, "is Hiccup here?"

"Ay las," Gobber answered without looking up, "he's in there."

He gestured to the back room, and just as he said it, Hiccup came out, holding scrolls of paper. He stopped when he saw her, smiling.

"Hey Astrid," he said and he kissed her cheek, "have you been to Wrenlou yet?"

"Yes," she said, "Hiccup..."

"What did he say?" Hiccup asked, not really hearing her.

"Can we talk?" Astrid asked instead of answering, "right now?"

"Wrenlou said can we talk?" Hiccup looked up with a frown.

"No you idiot," Astrid sighed and she grabbed his arm to pull him away from the forge, "we have to talk. Right now. I have big news."

"Big news?" Hiccup asked confused, "Gobber... I'll be... going now..." he added, but they were already outside the forge.

She pulled him away from the plaza, and towards the closest house.

"Astrid, what's going on. You're scaring me," he said, stopping her.

She pulled him behind the house and leaned against the wall. He looked at her, the look on his face both worried and expectant.

"Well?" he asked when she didn't say anything, "what did he say?"

"Hiccup..." she started, "he... I... Look, I know we haven't discussed this yet... but..."

"I don't think I've ever seen you speechless like this," Hiccup said softly while he wrapped his arms around her, "is it something serious?"

"It's huge," Astrid said, "it will change both our lives forever. We'll probably have to postpone the wedding a few months, but I don't think..."

"Wow, wait," Hiccup said, placing a finger on her lips, "postpone the wedding? What for?"

"Hiccup..." she started, and she took a deep breath, "I'm pregnant."
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He stared at her, completely in shock. He didn't say anything, he just stood frozen.

"P...pregnant...?" he choked.

She nodded. "Wrenlou said so. About two months, or so he believes."

"You're... pregnant...?" Hiccup asked again, disbelief still written on his face, "b...but..."

"I know this is a lot to take in," Astrid said, gently rubbing his cheek, "but we can work it out together, and... Hiccup? Hiccup, are you okay?"

"I... don't... feel so good..." Hiccup mumbled and before Astrid could react he had collapsed.

Astrid gasped and dropped to her knees, shaking his shoulder gently. "Hiccup," she urged, "Hiccup, wake up."

Hiccup groaned a little, and she breathed a sigh of relief. She helped him sit up, rubbing his back while he leaned forward, his hair falling over his eyes.

"I think I fainted..." he mumbled, wrapping his arms around his stomach.

"You did," Astrid said with a faint smile, "I think it became too much for a moment. Are you okay now?"

Hiccup nodded and looked up. "You're really pregnant?" he asked.

She nodded. "I am. As far as Wrenlou can determine. But I doubt that he's wrong. I haven't known him for long, but he hasn't been wrong yet."

"Right..." Hiccup mumbled, and he got up, seeking support at the house.

"Are you sure you're okay?" Astrid asked, placing her hand on his cheek, "look at me..."

"You're pregnant..." Hiccup whispered, and before she knew what was going on he had hugged her, his arms tightly around her shoulders, "that's so wonderful..."

She smiled and hugged him back, and they stayed like that for a while. When Hiccup finally pulled away and looked at her, she gasped. She gently brushed his hair away from his forehead, seeing the blood underneath, just above his eyebrow.

"You hit your head..." she said softly, looking around for something he could have hit when he fell, "you didn't feel that?"

"No," Hiccup said with a frown, touching his eyebrow, "not at all."

"Come on," Astrid said and she grabbed his elbow, "lets go see Wrenlou."

"Astrid," he protested, "I don't have time to go see Wrenlou. I have tons of work to do in the forge, and my dad wants me to do some chiefing paper work with him or something. I'm sure it's nothing."

"I'm pregnant Hiccup," Astrid said with a smile, "humor me."

Hiccup sighed. "Why do I have the feeling you're going to be using that to make me do whatever you want the next 8 months?"

"Don't worry," Astrid said, wrapping her arm around Hiccup's shoulder, "I'll try to keep it to a minimum."

"We're going to have to tell my dad," Hiccup groaned, one hand on his head, "and the village. Oh Thor... what will they think of me..."

"I'm sure it will be fine," Astrid said, "really. Don't worry about it too much, okay?"

"How do you expect me to do that!" Hiccup said, "I... you weren't supposed to be pregnant yet! I'm going to be a father... I'm not ready to be a father! What if I suck at it... what if he'll will hate me..."

"He'll never hate you," Astrid said lovingly, "or she... we could have a daughter..."

Hiccup smiled and nodded. They had reached the healers hut and Astrid pushed the door open. This time Wrenlou wasn't busy with a patient, he was mixing some herbs together and looked up when they entered.

"So Hiccup," he said, abandoning his workstation, "congratulations are in order."

"So are stitches." Astrid said and Wrenlou frowned. "He fainted when I told him," Astrid explained, "hit his head."

Wrenlou laughed a little and Hiccup glared at him. Astrid smiled as well, directing her attention to the ground.

"Sit down," Wrenlou said, "I'll take a look at it."

Hiccup sat down on the edge of the bed, and Astrid sat down next to him. Wrenlou brought over a bowl of water and a soft cloth, and quickly washed the blood away.

"It's not deep," he said, "I don't think it needs stitches. You might have a slight headache for the next few days. Have you told your father yet?"

Hiccup shook his head and sighed. "I guess that's the next stop," he said softly, "and then the village... and we have to postpone the wedding... gods there's so many things I have to do, and I haven't even seen Toothless in two days! I'm not ready to be a father..."

"Take a deep breath," Wrenlou said, sitting down on Hiccup's other side, "you'll be a wonderful father, I know it. Besides, you don't have to do it alone... Astrid will be there, I will be there."

"I know that," Hiccup said, "we just... didn't plan for children yet."

"It'll take some adjusting," Astrid said with a nod, "but we can make it work. Are you sure he doesn't need stitches?"

"I can put one in if you want," Wrenlou said with a shrug, "but it's not really necessary."

"Thank you," Hiccup said and he stood up, "we'll be going now."

"Hey!" Astrid protested, "don't I get a say in the matter?"

"Not this time," Hiccup said smiling, "come on, let's go tell my dad he's going to be a granddad soon. Thanks for the help Wren!"

"Anytime," Wrenlou mumbled, and as soon as the door closed, he sighed.

He looked at the table, where the jars of dried leaves and herbs still stood along with the mixture he had been making. Hiccup's words had made him realize he hadn't seen his own dragon in a few days.

"Screw it," he mumbled after a few moments of pondering, "I need a break anyways."

0-0-0-0-0-0

"Dad?" Hiccup said, "do you have a moment?"

"Not now Hiccup," Stoick grumbled, "as you can see I'm really busy. I have a ton of paper work, I have to send a letter to the Berserkers concerning the renewal of the peace treaty, I have to settle a fight, about a sheep of all things, there are some conflicts between dragons that I have no idea how to solve, and then there's the Jorgenson Hall. I still don't know if we should leave it or tear it down... I really don't have time for you right now."

"Dad, it's really important," Hiccup said.

"It will have to wait," Stoick said, not looking up from his papers, "I have time tonight. Probably."

"Dad!" Hiccup said, the urgency now clearly in his voice, "now! Please!"

Finally Stoick looked up, turning away from his papers. "Did someone die?" he asked, "did you break anything?"

"No..." Hiccup said, suddenly unsure of himself, "dad..."

"What happened to your head!" Stoick said while he practically jumped up and rushed over, "did someone hit you?"

"No," Hiccup said while he pulled away, "I... fainted..."

"Are you sick?" Stoick asked, concern seeping into his deep voice, "is that it? Is that what you wanted to discuss?"

Hiccup shook his head and looked down. Then he looked at Astrid. She gave him a reassuring nod and he took a deep breath.

"Dad," he started, "we're... well... she... eh..."

"I'm pregnant," Astrid said, grabbing Hiccup's hand, "that's... what he's trying to say..."

For a moment, Stoick stared at her like she had grown wings and declared herself the queen of dragons. Then he sat down again, looking from Hiccup to Astrid and back.

"You're pregnant...?" he said softly, "really?"

"Yes," Astrid said, "Wrenlou told me this morning."

"That's..." Stoick started, "that's great news!"

"It... you think so?" Hiccup said surprised.

"Of course Hiccup!" Stoick said cheerful, "it's not usually quite so early, most chiefs wait till they are married before they have children, but this is just as great!"

"I... I'm not chief yet..." Hiccup said, "And I don't want to be yet!" he added hastily when he caught Stoick's look, "you're doing a great job, no need to retire just yet..."

"This needs to be celebrated!" Stoick said and he stood up.

He walked towards the cabinet and opened it, pulling out a bottle of mead and some cups. After he had filled the cups, he handed one to Astrid, one to Hiccup and took the other one for himself.

"Here's to the day I never thought I'd see," he said, and he looked at Hiccup, "here's to you both."

"Thanks dad..." Hiccup said with a faint smile, and he looked at Astrid, "here's to hoping we don't screw things up..."

"Come on Hiccup," Astrid said, "what happened to your confidence? When it comes to dragons you always know exactly what to do!"

"Dragons!" Hiccup said, "children are totally different! I thought I would have time to plan for this, that I would have time to get ready before I became a dad. And I thought I would have much more time then eight months!"

"I wasn't ready either," Stoick said, "and when your mother was taken... well, you know that for years I wasn't the best father a young boy could have had."

"You were trying," Hiccup said smiling, "and that's what counts. For years all I could see was what you didn't do. But if I can be half the father you were, it's more than I could have asked for."

Stoick smiled and turned away to fill his cup again. When he turned back his eyes were gleaming a little, but Hiccup choose not to comment on it.

"So," Stoick said, taking a long sip from his cup, "how were you planning on telling the village?"

"Eh..." Hiccup said and he looked down, "I don't know... m...maybe tonight? At dinner? You know... in the Hall?"

"Excellent idea," Stoick said, "and what about the wedding?"

"I..." Hiccup started and he looked at Astrid, "we haven't really made a definitive decision yet."

"I think we should postpone," Astrid said, "until after the baby is born. I really would like to wear my mother's dress, and I won't fit into it with a fat baby belly."

"There will be protest," Stoick said, and he stood up, "you know that some people are against babies being born outside of marriage, even if that is planned. You're lucky the girl's father is dead, Hiccup."

Astrid nearly choked on a sip of mead. "L...lucky?" she coughed, "lucky that my father is dead!?"

"I didn't mean it that was Astrid," Stoick said, placing a gently hand on her shoulder, "but you know how he was. He was against sex before marriage. Fiercely against. And if he had found out that his daughter was pregnant before being married, well, it wouldn't have ended well for the father of the baby."

"You mean he would have killed me...?" Hiccup asked.

"Oh no, not killed," Stoick said almost cheerfully, "he would have castrated you."

Hiccup's jaw dropped and Astrid choked on another sip. "He... oh..." Hiccup said, and he cleared his throat, "that's... em... well..."

"A little extreme..." Astrid added, "but it does sound like something dad would have done... to be honest..."

"Right..." Hiccup mumbled, "that's... not really what I want to think about right now."

"You don't have to," Astrid said softly, and she planted a kiss on his cheek, "think of the baby. Your baby." She turned to Stoick. "I think it's best if we wait a little longer with telling the village. Just until we both have gotten used to the idea of becoming parents."

"That's an excellent idea!" Stoick agreed, "come on Hiccup, don't look so dazed! You're going to be a father!"

Hiccup smiled, the idea finally sinking in. He was going to be a father.
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**Chapter 5. Time to Think**

After a while the bottle was empty, but Stoick was still stuck in his happy "I'm going to be a granddad" mood, so he pulled out another one, fully ready to refill the cups again, and get them all drunk. Astrid declined the offer, and so did Hiccup, who stood up and left the house.

"Hiccup!" Astrid called as she ran after him, "where are you going?"

"Don't worry," Hiccup said, "I'm not running off again. I just... I need some time, to think, let it sink in. I'm taking Toothless flying, we haven't done that in a while."

"You'll be back, right?" Astrid asked softly.

"Of course I will be," Hiccup said with a smile, "I just need to clear my head, you know? And Toothless needs to stretch his wings, so I might as well take him flying."

"Be careful," she said and she kissed his cheek, "okay? I want you back in one piece Hiccup Haddock!"

"I'm afraid that will never be possible," Hiccup said with a smirk, "I'm missing part of myself you know."

Astrid sighed and waved him off, turning to go back to the house and get her axe. Hiccup smiled, then turned around himself, looking for Toothless. He found the dragon at the forge, where he had curled up behind the furnace, soaking in the warmth of the fire. Of course he couldn't get away without Gobber seeing him, so before he knew it, he was cornered by the man.

"What did Astrid tell ya?" Gobber asked, "ya look like you saw a ghost."

"It's nothing I can tell you yet," Hiccup said and he tried to slip under Gobber's arm to get away. But although it might have worked when he was younger and a lot smaller, now he was simply too tall to

pull it of.

"Wait a minute," Gobber said, grabbing the collar of his shirt, "where do ya think you're going? There's work in the forge!"

"I'll finish it, I promise," Hiccup said, "right now I have to take Toothless for a flight. We haven't done that in days and he needs his exercise."

He looked at the dragon, hoping that Toothless would back his claim, but the dragon yawned, turned to his other side and continued sleeping.

"I can see that," Gobber said, but he let go of Hiccup's collar, "go on then."

"Thanks Gobber," Hiccup said and he walked over to Toothless and woke the dragon, "I'll tell you all about it when I get back, promise."

Toothless finished stretching and Hiccup climbed in the saddle, clicking his prosthetic in place. Toothless crooned happily and spread his wings, taking off in a gust of sand.

"That's two promises to keep!" Gobber yelled after him.

"Don't worry!" Hiccup yelled back, then they shot into the clouds. It was quiet almost instantly, the only sound the rushing of the wind around them. The sounds of Berk had faded, the world had gone. It was just white around them.

"Can you believe it Toothless?" Hiccup asked as they soared through the air, "Astrid's having a baby. I'm going to be a dad! I'm both scared and excited... I have no idea how to be a father! I'm no good with kids..."

Toothless crooned and ducked below the clouds. The ocean was calm, the water rippling in the gentle breeze. Hiccup sighed deeply and rubbed the dragon's neck.

"You'll help me, won't you bud?" he asked softly, "because I'm sure I'll stink at it... what if she hates me when she grows up? Or he... of course... it could be a boy as well... Gods, I'm scared..."

Toothless crooned again and Hiccup looked up. The dragon looked at him and Hiccup smiled. "You're right," he said, "Astrid's there too. It's her first child as well. We'll figure it out together, I'm sure we will."

Toothless whined softly and Hiccup hugged the dragon. "Of course I won't forget you bud, how could I. I'm going to need your help too. Now come on! Lets have some fun shall we? It's been a while since we did some dangerous and stupid stuff."

Toothless roared and folded his wings at his side. They fell out of the sky, shooting towards the ocean like a canon ball, but at the very last moment Toothless spread his wings and they shot up, the water spraying up behind them.

"Woooohoooo!" Hiccup cheered and he threw his hands in the air, "I love flying!"

They shot back up into the air, somersaulting through the clouds. Hiccup was grinning from ear to ear and for a moment, his worries about becoming a father were forgotten. As they flew over Raven Point Hiccup looked down, seeing the cove where he had first met Toothless far below them.

"Seems so long ago, doesn't it bud?" he asked, "that day I didn't kill you, and you didn't kill me in return? That day changed everything for me. For both of us."

Toothless crooned softly and circled lower, towards the trees.

"So much has changed since then," Hiccup mused softly, "I met Wrenlou... Broghan... I've seen so many things. Dragoncity, the Night Fury Queen... good days and bad days... really bad days..." He frowned as he remembered the Romans. "Horrible days. Yet here we are. Back where we started. Berk has changed, I got everything I wanted. Astrid..." He smiled when he thought of her. "And now a baby on the way. Another change..."

They landed softly in the confines of the cove. Hiccup looked around. It hadn't changed much in all these years. There were a few remains of the time he and Wrenlou had been hiding here, just a year ago.

"Seems like a lifetime since we first met, don't you think bud?" Hiccup asked and he slipped to the ground, "remember how we used to play in the pond? Or the first time we flew... that was amazing."

He looked at the dragon standing next to him. Toothless looked back, his head slightly tilted.

"You'll be kind to my child, won't you?" Hiccup asked.

Toothless crooned and licked his rider's face. Hiccup laughed and pushed him away, washing his face in the water.

"Why do I worry," he said smiling, "you'll be careful, I know you'll be. You were careful with me too, and I was fifteen."

Toothless pounced playfully, then jumped back, his belly low to the ground and his tail swishing through the air. Hiccup laughed and jumped aside when the dragon jumped him, trying to catch his tail as he leapt through the air. He missed, but his fingers brushed past Toothless' tailfin and the dragon turned around with the speed of light.

"Come and get me!" Hiccup said, "come on!"

Toothless growled playfully and pounced, pinning his rider to the ground with a gentle paw. He roared in Hiccup's face, then licked his cheek.

"I love you too bud," Hiccup said, wrestling free from the dragon to wash his face again.

Toothless purred loudly, rubbing his head against Hiccup's side, demanding to be scratched. Hiccup happily obliged, scratching the dragon behind his ears, eliciting more purrs.

"We should go, don't you think?" Hiccup said after a while, "I think it's getting dark."

He was about to climb onto the dragon's back to go home, when something caught his eye. It was a small piece of wood, almost shaped like a little dragon, and he picked it up, studying it from all sides.

"On second thought," he said, finally mounting the dragon, "lets not go back just yet. Lets just fly around a little more, okay bud?"

Toothless crooned and spread his wings, taking off quickly. Hiccup was still studying the wood he held in his hand, seeing it take shape in his mind. He smiled and pulled his knife from his belt, determined to make the piece of wood into something beautiful.

0-0-0-0-0

"Wrenlou? Have you seen Hiccup?" Astrid asked.

"Not since you two left," Wrenlou answered, "why?"

"He took off a few hours ago, with Toothless," Astrid explained, "he said he needed time to think. But it's getting dark and he still isn't back. I'm worried."

"Hiccup is perfectly capable of taking care of himself," Wrenlou said, "you shouldn't worry about him. But if it helps, I'll go look for him," he added when he saw Astrid's face.

"I'll go with you," she said with a smile, and whistled to Stormfly.

"Really, you shouldn't worry," Wrenlou said once they were high in the air, "he wouldn't abandon you. Not now, not ever."

"I know that," Astrid said while she looked around, "and that's not what I'm afraid of. I just don't want him to get hurt, you know? I want this baby to know it's father. And you know Hiccup. He gets in trouble everywhere he goes. You know that, you've been there most of the time."

"That I can't deny," Wrenlou said, "but it looks like he managed to stay save this time."

He pointed to a seastack not far off the cast of Berk. On the top of it a small fire had been lit, and the hunched figure of a man could be seen against the orange glow of the flames. A dark shape was curled around the figure. Toothless was laying behind Hiccup, serving as a backrest. The dragon seemed perfectly content with this task, and was purring loudly, his tail off the edge of the rocks, lazily swaying back and forth. They flew over and landed on the edge, both Hiccup and Toothless looking up.

"Hey babe," Astrid said as she walked over, "what are you doing out here."

"I was on my way back," Hiccup said, "but then I saw the view."

He gestured behind them and they turned around. The seastack offered the perfect view on Berk, it's lights as little specks on the dark rocks.

"It's beautiful, isn't it?" Hiccup said, "I never saw it like this before. Not even from above. Nothing has changed and yet everything is different. Now it's not just my home, but the place where I'll raise my child."

Astrid sat down next to him. "You're not going to cry, are you?"

Hiccup shook his head and looked down on his lap, where his little wooden project lay.

"What's that?" she asked, pointing to it.

"I found it, in the cove," Hiccup said and he showed it to her, "it's a little dragon, see? For the baby..."

"Oh Hiccup..." Astrid said and she took it from him, "a little toy?"

"Well, yes," Hiccup said, "it's not too small, so he won't choke on it, but it's not so big that he won't be able to hold it."

"He is it?" Astrid asked with a smile, "a few hours ago it was she."

"I just don't want to call... it an it, you know?" Hiccup said, "it feels wrong to do that."

"I know what you mean," Astrid said, and she shivered, "come on, lets go back. It's getting cold out here."

"Okay," Hiccup said and he tucked the wooden dragon into his saddle back, and the knife back into it's sheath.

"I think it's cute," Astrid said, "that little dragon."

"So do I," Wrenlou said, "you'll be a great father Hiccup, really. Besides, you still got seven months to prepare. The world won't end in seven months, so there's nothing to worry about. I'll be there every step of the way, for both of you."

"Thanks Wren, I appreciate it," Hiccup said and they mounted their dragons, "you know, I always thought you'd be the one to have kids first. You were always the charming one. The ladies loved you."

Wrenlou chuckled. "You found true love Hiccup," he said, "you found someone who loves you for everything you are, not just how you act or look. I haven't yet. Not really."

"You will," Hiccup said, "you'll see. And then our kids can play together. We'll teach them to fly, and when they're old enough they'll get their own dragons. They must have dragons of course. But only when they're old enough, and they can get a Terrible Terror first. Those aren't very dangerous."

"I told you he would love it," Wrenlou said to Astrid.

"Yes you did," she said with a smile, "and in seven months, when this baby is born, everything will be prefect. As you said, the world won't end in seven months. What could really go wrong?"


	6. Secret Revealed

_Good evening my dear people. I planned to update a few days ago, but a few things got in the way and I couldn't. But here it is now, the next chapter! Ignore the title, I suck at titles, but they need a title. Did that make sense?_

_Enjoy!_

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 6. Secret Revealed<strong>

"Nervous?" Astrid asked softly.

Hiccup nodded. "I don't know how they will react," he said as he watched the Great Hall fill up, "Gobber will be angry that we kept this from him for all this time. I mean, we've known for weeks now. Not to mention all the ones that will oppose our decision to postpone the wedding... I mean, what if they want to kick me off of Berk?"

"They won't kick you out," Astrid said, "they'd have to go through me first. If any of them tries to hurt you, I'll kick them into Valhalla!"

"Easy there tiger," Hiccup laughed, "you know what Wrenlou said. Don't stress yourself."

"I'm not," Astrid said, "I'm perfectly calm. Can't you see I'm calm?"

Hiccup laughed a little and kissed her cheek. She grabbed his hand and put it on her stomach, the growing bump under his hand.

"I still can't quite believe it," Hiccup said softly, "do you?"

"I can believe I'm still puking my guts out every morning," Astrid said with a grin, "and that everything feels... sore. My mother always told me that being pregnant is the most wonderful thing in the world, but to be honest, right now I hate it. I can't wait for this baby to be born."

"There will be other things then," Hiccup said with a soft smile, "waking up in the middle of the night because he's hungry, raising him... you know..."

"At least you can help with that," Astrid groaned, "this part is all mine. I already feel huge, imagine what I'm gonna be like in a few months."

"You'll still be beautiful," Hiccup said lovingly, "nothing can change that."

Astrid smiled and looked up as the door of the Great Hall slammed shut. The people were rowdy, talking loudly with each other, and for the first time she seemed to notice just how many children there were running around. There were at least six mothers with babies, that she could see, and about a dozen children varying in age chasing a flock of Terrible Terrors through the Hall. She smiled a little and imagined her own little one running around like that in a few years, chasing the Terrors. Her smile grew even wider when she realized her child would grow up in a Berk at peace with the dragons.

"They're all here," Hiccup said softly, "it's time."

She took a deep breath and nodded slightly. Then she grabbed Hiccup's hand and stood up with him. It took a while before every one was quiet and looking at them. Only the children didn't care that something important was about to be said, and they didn't stop chasing the little dragons until their mothers grabbed them and told them to sit and be quiet.

"As you may know," Hiccup started, and he took a deep breath, "Astrid and I have decided to postpone the wedding for a few months."

Almost instantly everyone was talking again. A cacophony of voices filled the air, all talking and shouting, none of them audible. Hiccup groaned and rubbed temple.

"It would be nice if they listened for once," he mumbled, "and not just started yelling after every sentence I say."

"Shut it!" Astrid yelled, "let him finish!"

Al faces turned to her and she sighed. "Just let him finish okay?" she asked, "this is important for all of us."

"Thanks you," Hiccup mumbled and she squeezed his hand a little. "Alright. What I was trying to say is that we decided to postpone the wedding for a few months. Not because we don't love each other, we do. A lot. And we still want to get married, really we do, it's just that right now... well..."

"I'm pregnant," Astrid cut in, and she held Hiccup's hand tighter, "I'm having a baby..."

For a moment, every one was dead silent. They all stared at her, disbelief and shock written on their faces.

"What!?" Gobber blurted out suddenly, "and ya didn't tell me!?"

"This is outrageous!" another yelled, "blasphemous! A baby born to an unmarried couple is a bastard!"

After that every one started shouting again. Hiccup groaned loudly and sat down, his head in his hands. He stayed like that, motionless, until the voices died down again.

"Listen," Astrid started, "we didn't choose this. We didn't decide that we wanted a baby already, the decision was made for us. I realize that's it unorthodox and that many of you don't agree, but this is what the gods wanted. They gave us this baby, they made this decision for us. They decided that we were ready to have a child, even if we weren't married yet. Who are we then to oppose them?"

A few muffled mumbles rose from the crowd, but no one shouted out in protest anymore.

"You should be happy!" Astrid said loudly, "that your future chief is marrying a fertile woman!"

Hiccup looked up at that, meeting her eyes. She smiled and put her hand on his shoulder.

"I love this man," she said, "and I know that he loves me. Marriage is just a ceremony to bind us together for ever. But we're already a couple, already together. Nothing can change that, right, Hiccup?"

"Absolutely," Hiccup said, "nothing can change that. I know that it comes as a shock for you all. But believe me, it was a shock for us too. We didn't plan it, nor did we expect it. But it's the way it is. Astrid's pregnant and we're having a baby. So all we can do right now is wait. And when the baby is born, I promise you there will be a wedding. The best one Berk has ever seen."

Cheers now erupted from the crowd, and Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief.

"That went better than expected," he mumbled, "I think."

"I think it went great," Astrid said, but then another voice came from the crowd.

"You're not supporting this, are you Chief?"

Stoick narrowed his eyes. He had been silent the entire time Hiccup and Astrid were talking, keeping himself on the background, but now he stood up, towering over everyone else.

"I do support this!" he thundered, "I support my son and his fiancee in every choice they make. I also know that they were just as overwhelmed by this news as you all are. I know that they have doubts, second guesses, but as Hiccup said, this is the way it is now. The wedding will be postponed until the baby is born, and that's final! Anyone who has a problem with that can take it up with me! Is that understood?"

The man who had asked the question mumbled a few things, but didn't shout out in protest anymore. Stoick looked over his people, his looming presence casting a shadow on the floor below. When he was sure no one had anything more to say, he sat down again.

"Thanks dad," Hiccup said, "I must learn how to do that."

"You will son," Stoick said, there's much you haven't learned yet."

"I think you did great," Wrenlou piped in from Hiccup's other side.

"Thanks Wren," Hiccup said, looking at his friend, "I'm trying."

"They'll have to accept that this is the way it is," Astrid said, "if they like it or not."

Hiccup laughed a little. "That's true..." he said while he took his cup, "there's not much we can do about it now."

"There are things," Wrenlou said, "but none of them pleasant or favorable."

"Yeah let's not discuss that," Astrid said, "I'm having this baby, end of story."

"I wouldn't have it any other way," Hiccup said with a soft smile.

The meal itself was quiet. The usual rowdiness had subsided a little, the vikings quieter than most nights. They mumbled and whispered among themselves, sometimes casting a glance at Hiccup and Astrid. At the end of the meal, when they were all about to go back to their routines, most of them stepped by and congratulated the two.

"Well..." Gobber said when the last man had left, "yer pregnant then."

Astrid nodded. Gobber fiddled with his hook a little, not quite knowing what to say.

"How long have ya known?" he asked after a while.

"Few weeks..." Hiccup answered, looking at Astrid.

"And ya didn't tell me?" Gobber asked.

"I'm sorry Gobber," Hiccup said and he put his hand on the smith's arm, "it' was a shock for us as well. We needed time to get used to the idea."

"Yer dad knew," Gobber pointed out.

"Yes... but Gobber, he's my dad," Hiccup said, "I had to tell him. I had to know I had his support before telling everyone else."

"And Wrenlou?" Gobber asked, "did he know?"

"He knew first," Astrid said, "I thought I was sick, coming down with something," she explained when she saw Gobber's puzzled face, "I went to see Wrenlou and he figured out I was pregnant."

"I'm really sorry we kept it from you," Hiccup said, "but as I said, we needed some time to adjust."

"It's alright," Gobber said smiling, "I understand. But yer still coming to work!" He jabbed a finger at Hiccup's chest.

"I will don't worry," Hiccup laughed, "it will be a few months before the baby is born anyway. And there's so much we need... I need to make a crib.

"There's still time," Astrid said, "you just said so. And you don't have to build it yourself, there are people for that."

"I know I know," Hiccup said, "but I want to. I want to make it myself. Is that bad?"

"Of course not!" Astrid said smiling, "just make sure you don't push yourself too hard. You need to be fit when this baby comes."

"I will be," Hiccup said, "believe me, I will be."

Astrid smiled and grabbed his arm. They left the Great Hall together, the last bit of sunlight still on the horizon.

"Hiccup? Can you take Stormfly out today?" Astrid asked, "I don't feel like I should fly today."

"Sure thing," Hiccup said, "consider it done. Why don't you go home and rest. I'll be there shortly."

Astrid nodded and kissed his cheek. Then she turned around and started walking down the path that led to her house. They still hadn't completely figured out where to live, so sometimes they slept at her house, and sometimes they stayed at Hiccup's house. Stoick had always insisted that she moved in with them, since Hiccup was the future Chief of Berk, and he should live in the Chief's house. But even if she was Hiccup's fiancee, she didn't feel comfortable living in the Chief's house just yet.

"You don't make things easier little one," she said softly as she rubbed her belly, "but we'll figure it out. Your father is the smartest man I know, and the kindest. He'll find a solution, you'll see."

0-0-0-0-0

"Sir? We found a man adrift. He says a storm blew him away from his home, what should we do with him?"

Drago groaned and looked up from the maps on his table. "Feed him to the dragons," he said, waving his hand, "or throw him back. I don't care, get rid of him somehow."

He looked back at his maps, tracing a line with his finger, mumbling to himself, but after a while he noticed the man hadn't left.

"What are you still standing there!" he shouted, "get rid of that man!"

"Sir, he says he has information," the other man said, "about..."

"About what!?" Drago asked impatiently while he rounded the table and took his weapon from it's stand, "don't just stand there. Information about what!"

"Dragon riders sir!" the man blurted out, "he says he has information about dragon riders!"

"What...?" Drago asked, stopping dead in his tracks, "again with those dragon riders! I thought I had rid myself of that plague! Alright, bring him here. I'll hear what he has to say."

"Yes sir, immediately sir," the man said and he left after a short bow.

"Dragon riders..." Drago mumbled, "they keep appearing... I can't have that... they'll ruin everything... all my hard work... all the good I've done... I must destroy them."

"The prisoner sir," the man from earlier said while he pushed a dirty man to the ground.

"Leave us," Drago growled, and the man left, closing the door behind him.

He looked at the man before him. It was clear that he had been adrift for some time. His clothes were caked with dirt, and his black hair was matted and filthy. He had a rat bitten beard, but his eyes were bright and seemed to fill his soul with hatred.

"Mutt there says you have information," Drago said as he circled the man, "about dragon riders."

"Yes sir," the man said, his voice raw, "I do."

"Tell me everything you know," Drago said, stopping in front of the man, "and I may spare your life."

"I'll tell you," the man said, looking up, "on one condition."

Drago was tempted to throw the man into a dragon's cage, but he swallowed his anger back. Instead he balled his hand into a fist, clenching it so hard his knuckles turned white.

"And that is?" he asked through clenched teeth.

"Let me fight with you," the man said, standing up, "these dragon riders ruined my life, I'd give anything to get my revenge and kill them."

He smirked as his anger left him as quickly as it had come. "You may yet prove useful," he said, and he gestured to a chair, "sit. Tell me everything you know."

"With pleasure my lord," the man said, smirking darkly, "with pleasure."
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**Chapter 7. Woes of a Pregnant Woman**

"Hiccup, wake up," she whispered, "come on, wake up."

Hiccup groaned and woke slightly, turning to look at her, squinting at the light of the candle. "What is it...?" he mumbled, "what time is it..."

"I don't know," she said, "but Hiccup, I want oranges."

"What... now?" Hiccup asked as he pushed himself into a sitting position, "it's the middle of the night! And you don't even like oranges."

"I know that," she said, "but now I want them. I need them."

Hiccup looked at her incredulously. "And if I get them you suddenly don't anymore?"

"I do want them," she urged, "I know you have some, somewhere. You and Wrenlou have a secret stash, I know that. I want one... please Hiccup..."

Hiccup sighed deeply and rubbed his eyes. "Alright..." he mumbled while he swung his legs over the edge of the bed, "I'll go get you one..."

Astrid squeed with delight and hugged him tightly. "Thank you so much!" she whispered in his ear, "you're the best."

Hiccup didn't answer. He strapped his prosthetic to his leg and put some clothes on. Then he lit a second candle and stood up, leaving the room. Astrid laid back while she waited, rubbing her belly. It had been four months now, and she felt like she was getting bigger every day. It didn't take long for Hiccup to return, bringing her a frozen orange.

"Frozen?" she asked surprised, "I didn't know you could freeze oranges."

"How else do you think we've been able to keep them fresh for all this time?" Hiccup smiled while he sat down again, removing his prosthetic and slipping back into bed, "you can eat it just fine though."

"Thank you," Astrid said while she started to peel the orange.

Half way through Hiccup took over because she complained that she couldn't, and when he handed her the pieces one by one, she ate them hungrily.

"I don't know what's wrong with me," she said while stuffing two pieces in her mouth at once, "I just had a need for oranges. I HAD to have one."

"Cravings," Hiccup said simply, "you've been having a different one every week for the past month."

"Really?" she asked, "I didn't even notice. I thought it was just because I was hungry."

Hiccup laughed a little while he watched her eat the rest of the orange. He reached up and ran a hand through her hair that fell down her back like a waterfall.

"Hungry for oranges in the middle of the night," Hiccup smiled and he shifted so that he could put his head on her belly.

"Okay... I admit, that's a little strange," Astrid said while she ran her fingers through Hiccup's hair, "I'm amazed you even have some... that are still fresh."

"Everything stays fresh when you freeze it," Hiccup said, "and besides, Wrenlou brought these back when he went to Dragoncity a few months ago, remember?"

"Yes... why did he go there in the first place?" Astrid asked, "it couldn't have been his sister's birthday... not just that."

"He..." Hiccup started, "he brought me the materials for your ring... well.. the gold anyway."

Astrid looked at the ring she wore round her finger and smiled. "He did? Did you ask him to bring it?"

Hiccup nodded. "Well, he offered. I told him about my plan and what I wanted to make, but that I didn't have the material. By then I had gotten the stone from Johann, I just didn't have the gold."

"So he went all the way to the other side of the word to get some..." Astrid said.

"He did," Hiccup said while he laid his head against her belly again, "just for you."

Astrid smiles and fluffed her pillow a little before she leaned against it again. Hiccup curled up at her side, his head still on her belly. She kept running her hands through his hair, her fingers snagging on little knots and tangles she gently pulled apart. They sat like that for a while, then she spoke up again.

"How's the crib coming?" she asked softly.

Hiccup didn't answer and she looked down, calling his name. When he still didn't answer she gently shook his shoulder, and discovered he had fallen asleep. She smiled and carefully moved his head aside so she could lay down. He groaned and wrapped his arms around her as soon as she did, snuggling close. She placed a kiss on his forehead and pulled the blanket over them both, soon falling asleep as well.

0-0-0-0-0-0

"Good morning Astrid," Wrenlou said as he walked towards her, "how do you feel today?"

"I feel huge," Astrid sighed, "like I swallowed a Gronckle. And I have three more months to go."

"It will be fine, really," Wrenlou said, "have you talked to any of the mothers on Berk? They can tell you what to expect at birth and after the baby is born. That may help you prepare."

"I haven't yet," Astrid said, "but I will."

"It all looks good," Wrenlou said while he gently pressed down on Astrid stomach, "is there anything different from last week?"

"I feel bigger," Astrid said, "and I think my ankles are a little swollen. Same with my wrists."

"That's normal," Wrenlou said, "there's not a lot I can do about it. I can try to keep it down by wrapping a bandage around it to try and press it down, but that may or may not work. The choice is yours."

"It's not that painful at the moment," Astrid said, "you can leave it. I'll come back when it starts to hurt."

"That's good," Wrenlou said, "how's the nausea? Still there?"

"Yeah..." Astrid said regretfully, "I think it will haunt me until this baby is born. That stuff ran out though, do you have some more for me?"

"Absolutely," Wrenlou said while he stood up and walked over to the cabinet with herbs, "are you getting enough sleep?"

"Some night are better than others," Astrid said, "but I think I do."

"Excellent," Wrenlou said, mixing some herbs in a bowl, "are you having cravings?"

"Is that relevant to the development of the baby?" Astrid asked, crossing her arms.

"Not really," Wrenlou said with a smile, "I'm just curious."

"I do get cravings," Astrid said, "sometimes in the middle of the night. I'm afraid Hiccup is getting rather fed up with having to get up all the time. I was dying for oranges two months ago or so, I made him get up and get me some. I don't even like oranges."

"It happens sometimes," Wrenlou said, "you either start liking a food you hated or start hating a food you liked. Here you go. That should be enough for a few weeks."

"Thank you," Astrid said and she took the bottle from Wrenlou, "you don't happen to know a secret way to tell if it's a boy or a girl?"

"No... sorry," Wrenlou said, "I did know a woman who could tell if it was a boy or a girl by listening to the baby's heartbeat, but I'm afraid I don't have that much experience with babies."

"We'll have to think of two names then," Astrid mumbled.

Wrenlou nodded. "How's the crib coming? I know Hiccup smashed his thumb with a hammer yesterday, I was the one fixing it."

"I believe it's almost done," Astrid said while she stood up, "but now that his thumb is hurt it may be a while before he finishes it. I told him he could have the woodworkers do it, but he insists on doing it himself."

"Let him," Wrenlou said, "he always told me that he wanted to build a crib once he would have a baby. Besides, it't not the first time he's hit his thumb with a hammer. I've taken care of a lot of smashes thumbs and even more burns."

"He told me," Astrid said, "he said you're the only healer who can touch him."

Wrenlou smiled a little. "Have a good day Astrid. I'll see you again next week. And if there's anything before that, just let come by, okay?"

"I will," Astrid said, "thank you once again."

"Anytime," Wrenlou said and he opened the door for her.

She smiled at him and left, the bottle in her hand, her other on her still growing belly. She went home first, to place the bottle safely on the stand near her bed. Then she looked around for her axe, wanting to train some today, but then she remembered she also needed to fly Stormfly again, and she usually couldn't do both at the same day. After some hesitation she decided to take Stormfly out again. It had been a few weeks since she had done that.

She found the dragon in her stable, curled up and sleeping soundly. But when the dragon heard her voice she was instantly awake, chirping while hopping from foot to foot.

"It's okay girl," she laughed, "I'm here now, we'll go fly. But take it easy okay? We have to go slow. No crazy tricks and things like that."

The dragon nudged her shoulder, eager to stretch her wings and Astrid got the saddle. It was hard to get the saddle on the dragon on any other day, but now it was even harder because the dragon was bursting with energy, and because she was pregnant. In the end she managed to get the saddle on securely, but she needed a stool to get on it.

"being pregnant is harder than I thought," she mumbled as she sat down in the saddle.

It wasn't at all comfortable. Her stomach seemed even bigger, and the knob on the saddle was poking it.

"Just a short flight girl," she said, petting the dragon's neck, "I won't be able to do this for much longer," she added, mumbling to herself, "if I get any bigger that knob will be a serious problem."

Stormfly chirped again and spread her wings. She flew up as gently as she could, slowly flying around the island. Astrid could tell that the dragon wanted to race and roll through the clouds and chase birds and catch fish, but that she was holding back for her rider and her baby. She had tried to let the dragon out to fly on her own, but Stormfly had refused to do so, not wanting to take to the air without her rider on her back.

"Why won't you just fly without me," Astrid sighed, "you could get all of your energy out and not worry about me or the baby."

The dragon crooned softly and landed after a few more rounds around the island. Stormfly kneeled down so that she could dismount easily, and when she did she leaned against the dragon for a while.

"I promise I'll take you on a long flight after the baby is born," she said rubbing Stormfly's nose, "we will fly for hours and hours and do all our moves again. Does that sound good?"

Stormfly chirped happily and nudged Astrid's shoulder, demanding more attention from the girl. Astrid happily obliged, scratching the dragon's scales.

"It's all changing so fast," she said softly, "getting married... having a baby... I'm going to be a mom Stormfly, what do you think of that. Did you ever think I would be a mom?"

The dragon didn't answer but purred loudly, her head now on Astrid's lap. Astrid smiled, leaning back against Stormfly's warm side.

"I on't be able to fly you for much longer girl," she said, "someone else will have to do it. And right after the baby is born I don't think I can fly. But the moment I can, we will. It'll be the best flight ever."

Stormfly purred louder, the purrs vibrating through Astrid's body. It almost felt like a massage and Astrid smiled. Right now being pregnant wasn't so bad after all.


End file.
